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"I know what you want me to do/9 Hiss Jenny told
old Bayard across her newspaper. "You want me to let

my housekeeping go to the dogs and spend all my time
in that car, that's what you want. Well, I'm not going
to do it. I don9t mind riding with him now. and then,
but I've got too much to do with my time to spend it
keeping him from running9 that car too fast. Neck? too,"
she added. She rattled the paper crisply.

She said: "Besides, you ain't foolish enough to be-
lieve hell drive slow just (because there's somebody with
him, are you? If you do think so9 you'd better send
Simon along. Lord knows Simon can spare the time.
Since you quit using- the carriage, if he does anything
at all, I don't know it." She read the paper again.

Old Bayard's cigar smoked in his still hand.

"I might send Isom/9 he said.

Miss Jenny's paper rattled sharply and she stared
at her nephew for a long- moment* "God in heaven, man^
why don^t you put a block and chain on him and have
done with it?"

"Well, didn^t you suggest sending Simon with him,
yourself? Simon has his work to do, but all Isom ever
does is saddle my horse once a day, and I can do that
myself."

"I was trying to be ironical," Miss Jenny said. "God
knows, I should have learned better by this time. But
if you've got to invent something new for the niggers
to do5 yon let it be Simon. 1 need Isom to keep a roof
over your head and something to eat on the table.5* She
rattled the paper. "Why don^t you come right out and
tell him not to drive fast? A man that has to spend
eight hours a day sitting in a chair in that bank door